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Nature is not kind; 

It treats all things 
impartially. 

A Sthyr that follows 
nature, 

Learns to treat all people 
impartially. 


Nature is like a bellows, 
Empty, yet never ceasing 
its supply. 

The more it moves, the 
more it yields; 

So the Sthyr draws 

upon experience 

And cannot be exhausted. 
Experience is a riverbed, 
Its source hidden, forever 
owing: 

Its entrance, the root of 
the world, 

The Way moves within it: 
Draw upon it; it will not 
run dry. 

Nature is complete 
because it does not serve 
itself. 

The Sthyr places 

himself after and finds 
himself before, 

Ignores his desire and 
finds himself content. 

He is complete because 

he does not serve 
himself. 


The best of man is like 
water, 
Which benefits all things, 


and does not contend 
with them, 

Which ows in places 
that others disdain, 
Where it is in harmony 
with the Way. 


So the Sthur: 

Lives within nature, 
Thinks within the deep, 
Gives within impartiality, 
Speaks within trust, 
Governs within order, 
Crafts within ability, 
Acts within opportunity. 


He does not contend, and 
none contend against him. 


Embracing the Way, you 
become embraced; 
Breathing gently, you 
become newborn; 

Clearing your mind, you 
become clear; 

Nurturing your children, 
you become impartial; 
Opening your heart, you 
become accepted; 
Accepting the world, you 
embrace the Way. 


Bearing and nurturing, 
Creating but not owning, 
Giving without demanding, 
This is harmony. 


Too much colour blinds 
the eye, 

Too much music deafens 
the ear, 

Too much taste dulls the 
palate, 

Too much play maddens 
the mind, 

Too much desire tears 
the heart. 


In this manner the 


Sthyr cares for people: 

He provides for the belly, 
not for the senses; 

He ignores abstraction 
and holds fast to 
substance. 


Empty the self 
completely; 

Embrace perfect peace. 
The world will rise and 
move; 

Watch it return to rest. 
All the <ourishing things 
Will return to their 
source. 


This return is peaceful; 
It is the “ow of nature, 
An eternal decay and 
renewal. 

Accepting this brings 
enlightenment, 

Ignoring this brings 
misery. 


Who accepts nature's 
cow becomes 
all-cherishing; 

Being all-cherishing he 
becomes impartial; 

Being impartial he 
becomes magnanimous; 
Being magnanimous he 
becomes natural; 

Being natural he becomes 
one with the Way; 

Being one with the Way 
he becomes immortal: 
Though his body will 
decay, the Way will not. 


The Sthyr nurtures 
all men 

And abandons no one. 
He accepts everything 
And rejects nothing. 
He attends to the 
smallest details. 


So the strong must quide 
the weak, 

For the weak are raw 
material to the strong. 
If the guide is not 
respected, 

Or the material is not 
cared for, 

Confusion will result, no 
matter how clever one is. 


This is the secret of 
perfection: 

When raw wood is carved, 
it becomes a tool; 

When a man is employed, 
he becomes a tool; 

The perfect carpenter 
leaves no wood to be 
carved. 


Powerful men are well 
advised not to use 
violence, 

For violence has a habit 
of returning; 

Thorns and weeds grow 
wherever an army goes, 
And lean years follow a 
great war. 


A general is well advised 
To achieve nothing more 
than his orders: 

Not to take advantage of 
his victory. 

Nor to glory, boast or 
pride himself; 

To do what is dictated 

by necessity, 

But not by choice. 


For even the strongest 
force will weaken with 
time, 

And then its violence will 
return, and kill it. 


Armies are tools of 
violence; 

They cause men to hate 
and fear. 

The Sthyr will not join 
them. 

His purpose is creation; 
Their purpose is 
destruction. 


Weapons are tools of 
violence, 

Not of the Sthur; 

He uses them only when 
there is no choice, 

And then calmly, and with 
tact, 

For he finds no beauty in 
them. 


Whoever finds beauty in 
weapons 

Delights in the slaughter 
of men; 

And who delights in 
slaughter 

Cannot content himself 
with peace. 


So slaughters must be 
mourned 

And conquest celebrated 
with a funeral. 


To the Sthyr, the 

weapons he trains with 

are Laraek; His companion. 
Their purpose only to 
quide his path to the 

Way in harmony; Their 

use only to protect. 
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Well established 
hierarchies are not easily 
uprooted; Closely held 
beliefs are not easily 
released;So ritual enthralls 
generation after 
generation.Harmony does 


not care for harmony, 
and so is naturally 
attained; But ritual is 
intent upon harmony, and 
so can not attain it. 
Harmony neither acts nor 
reasons; 

Love acts, but without 
reason; 

Justice acts to serve 
reason; 

But ritual acts to 
enforce reason. 


When the Way is lost, 
there remains harmony; 
When harmony is lost, 
there remains love; 

When love is lost, there 
remains justice; 

But when justice is lost, 
there remains ritual. 


Ritual is the end of 
compassion and honesty, 
The beginning of 
confusion; 

Belief is a colourful hope 
or fear, 

The beginning of folly. 


The Sthyr goes by 
harmony, not by hope; 

He dwells in the fruit, 
not the cower; 

He accepts substance, and 
ignores abstraction. 

When you use the Way 

to conquer the world, 
Your demons will lose 
their power to harm. 

It is not that they lose 
their power as such, 

But that they will not 
harm others; 

Because they will not 
harm others, 

You will not harm others: 
When neither you nor 


your demons can do harm, 
You will be at peace with 
them. 


Compassion is the finest 
weapon and best defence. 
If you would establish 
harmony, 

Compassion must surround 
you like a fortress. 


Therefore, 

A good soldier does not 
inspire fear; 

A good fighter does not 
display aggression; 

A good conqueror does 
not engage in battle; 

A good leader does not 
exercise authority. 
This is the value of 
unimportance; 

This is how to win the 
cooperation of others; 
This to how to build the 
same harmony that is in 
nature. 


